THE    MEMOIRS    OF   RALPH    RASHLEIGH
reckoning and went by a circuitous route to Lombard
Street, arriving there about midnight. It had come on to
rain heavily, so that he met no one, not even a watchman,,
as he approached the opening of the sewer. He got into
it and reached the bottom safely. He groped his way cau-
tiously along the sewer, noting the side drains as he went,
until he came to the one which, according to his calcula-
tions, should be the one beneath the bank. Supplying him-
self with a light by means of phosphorus and a wax taper,
he crept along the branch drain, sounding its sides until
a hollow noise suggested that he was outside one of the
walls enclosing the bank basement.
He then proceeded to remove the bricks, stripping to
the waist as the closeness of the drain, combined with the
strain of working hard in so cramped a position, made him
sweat profusely. Steadily and indefatigably he worked,
prising out brick after brick, losing count of time. It was
not for nothing that this section of the sewer was under
repair, and two happenings warned him in time of the
danger of the feat he was undertaking. First a crash
startled him and he was almost choked with dust and pow-
dered mortar. When this had settled he saw by taper-light
that several yards of the crown and sides of the drain had
collapsed, the debris completely blocking his way out. He
went to work again, unalarmed by this, confident of being
able to get out some other way, once he had got into the
vaults. The incident had, however, made him cautious, and
he proceeded more carefully, keeping a watchful eye on
the wall on which he was working. It was thus that he
noticed in time that the wall above the hole which he was
making had begun to crack, and that, unless he took instant
measures, it would soon fall and crush his life out. He
crawled away rapidly to a sound part of the drain, and
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